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"Come in, father," Allard said, and began to make
room by the fire.
"I'm not staying."
He loosened his muffler and remained standing. This
was what Julie had brought him to, this humiliation—to
come here and confess that she was rotten. Marietje, he
knew, imagined herself to be a tactful woman. She would
keep her eyes on the cards and be careful not to smile.
"Well," said Sophie, reading his face, "what do you
think of your daughter now?"
His daughter; the word was like a spur.
"Allard," he said, "I'm speaking to you now as my
eldest son."
"Very well, sir."
"You will succeed me here. You will be head of this
family."
"I understand that."
"Then please understand this—all of you. I have not
abdicated. Is that plain? . . . Good. Now, I have seen
Julie. What you say against her you say against me. Who-
ever says it does not come into my house while I live.
That is all I have to say. You have wronged me. It is
forgotten."
"We have not wronged you!" Sophie cried. "You know
it is true! Why should it be forgotten?"
"Because I have forgotten it," he said.
When he had left her, Julie did not move. Soon the heat
of the new logs he had thrown on the fire began to scorch
her face and she put up her hands to protect it. Whenever
he sees me, he will be ashamed, she thought, and, remem-
bering how his mouth had worked, rumpling up his
moustache, while he stood beside her clavichord, and
how his eyes had held the look that came into them always
when he was speaking of one whom he had loved and who
was dead, she said aloud, "I shall hurt him less by going
than by staying."
She went into her bedroom and put into a suit-case a

